CHAPTER IX
ROUT AT MRS.  MAGUSSIJs's
THERE arc routs social, political, propagandic; and routs
like Mrs, Magussie's, In one of Anglo-American birth,
inexhaustible wealth, unimpeachable widowhood, and
catholic taste, the word hostess had found its highest
expression. People might die, many, and be born with
impunity so long as they met, preferably in her house,
one of the largest in Mayfair. If she called in a doctor,
it was to meet another doctor; if she went to church,
it was to get Canon Forant to meet Dean Kimble at lunch
afterwards. Her cards of invitation had the words :
6 To meet' printed on them; and she never put ' me,'
She was selfless. Once in a way she had a real rout,
because once in a way a personality was available, whose
name everybody, from poets to prelates, must know.
In her intimate belief people loved to meet anybody
sufficiently distinguished; and this was where she suc-
ceeded, because almost without exception they did. Her
two husbands had c passed on/ having met in their time
yearly everybody. They had both been distinguished, and
had first met in her house; and she would never have a
third for Society was losing its landmarks, and she was too
occupied. People were inclined to smile at mention of
Bella Magussie, and yet, how do without one who per-
formed the function of cement ? Without her, bishops
could not place their cheeks by the jowls of ballet-girls, or
Home Secretaries be fertilised by disorderly dramatists.